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*Vhdi you wish upon a star •/• • dreaming will make It s6!" 



Beauty^lfesr in the eyes pf^ the beholder! j * \ 

. In their own :eyes and in those of their coach the basketball teani from the 
San Ffancisc^ Recreation; Center for the Handicapped is champibn of the worl4! 
Ron Jones -has brilliantly/ahd masterfully captured the Very essence of sports 
in thi3 hilarious yet teary true account of trials apd tribulations, joys and* \ 
agonies, defeats and victories encountered by this teaio- in the California 
iSpecial 01yiQ>ics Basketball Tournament. These most unusual qod unlikely bronze I 
medal wiimers iovje\tjieir opponents as themselves— -th^ have nioVtime or place 
to consider the leading coaches that losing is • 

worse' then death since one miist live with' a loss. I 

/ Fun is fundamental. Taking part is basic. EnthusiaCTi i^uns rampant nb 
matter whato»\, trust- and faith in each other carry them individually and collect 
tiVely th^i^ugh, over, and around many rougjh tj&es. Lose and floss ^are not in 
their y<>^^^ularies.^^; one 'hundred petrcent in his own ways results 

rrii^^lp^^i^^^^ satisf adtions of meeting individual and group challenges confront^ 
ing thm.i^j^:]^^^ obstacle or barrier is too great to meet head =on~and to 'overcome. 
Failure 3^ ifrustration are unknown to any except maybe an occasional twinge in 
the' coaclr^^^ch is sooii allayed and aisappears. Love of life and for each ^.--t-< 
otiier— tb^§^ nothing of their opponents-r-exempl^if ies : attitudes and approaches o^^ 

- this uitlqiJIierr sixsome. 

, . in ev)^%^ way each exemplifies the very best and real reasons for partici- 
pating activ^^l^ in sports — the real meanings of the word cooie to life. Physi- 
cal 'aLCtiyil^s' are engaged in for pleasurie as participants live up.* ^o tlie 
^A^^} nf ;^<v^d ffi*"'^^*^^^^^'tp } Webster even defines a sport as a commeiadable ' 
pereoiir r^6^%nie and accurate of this outstanding team of people ^th a 'zest 
aiid 2 tag f 6y r'lj^ and for life itself . * 

/The y^rjr essence of participating in sports has been mastered by this, 
group through the pat i^ loving care of its coach. 

Eadi in his own^ways has... 

:.. ^(established goals that, are relevant, important,' and meahingf ul to him; 

•..developed an ability to follow through to attain these established 
goals; and 

...recognized that even though each is an' individual, everyone , must daily 
sublimate ^what; is to be done for the good of the grotip. 

• ■ ' ■ • , * 1. * ♦ * 

,Douglas HacArthur put it one way — "Upon the fields qf friendly strife are 

sown seeds that in other days and in other- fields will bear the fruits of 

victory." THe <:redp of the Special Olympics puts it in still another way-- 

"Let me win, but if 1 cannot win, then let me be brave in tlie. attempt." i • 




■ . ■ -3- T' i ■ ■ . 

chael , Eddie , Joey , Aiidie ,\ahd Jimmy for sharing with us your 
es and philosophies a)f sports and life. And thank you/ Ron ; 
such intimacies wLth your tean such an enjoyable yet 
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ON ATHLETICS' 



. There is within us all spnie measure of competitive spirit, some little 
something that says, "Do i^rbetter!" This we .t1;y^ Prehaps this is the only 
reason that we have become involved in athletics.. * Partly perhaps that we 
seek an outlet for nervous, energy, which gathers during a day of study or* a 
night of sleep;: ' Perhaps we are lojiely of spirit and seek a form* of compaion- 
ship and^solice through struggle. Wer can not say., ■ _ y _ ^ 

We onl^' know this, that athletics give toV us a means, by which we can 
express/our . ;tr}a-e iiifte^ • . . * - 

Joe D. Johnsbn wrote ^nd delivered this while a Junior member of the ; 
Wakefield HSigh School' (Arlington, Virginia) Track Squad. He climaxed a 
talk.at an Annual Parent- Squad Meeting by reading this which he had prepared 
especially for; this raieetihg. / * " . \ 




*■ « ■ ' . ■ ■ ' 

The American Alliance for Ifeklih, Physical Education, Recreation and 

Dance does not jdiscriminate in any of its programs and activities on the • 

basis of race* religion, color, ^national origin, sex, or handicapping 

conditions. ^ . 



Friday Mbming, June' ii^^^^ / * ^ > 

"We're gonoia kill them .bums, Mr. Jones.. .Rikl 'em. That^s right. You'll 
sefe. Rl^t, Mc. Jones? We're gotma klll^^^^t^^ 

Micihael Rice was sliding- into his cushioned airline seat. He vas iabb4,$ig 
woi^s at- me through a confident smile. "You'll see. We're goiin;a murder them 

. My eyes followed Michael into his £eat and watched as Eddie Cotter helped 
him with the safety belt. I counted to "myself • , Michael and Eddie in the seats 
in front of me — Joey sitting next to me — and Audie and Jimmy across the aisle. 
Good. Everyone's here. I counted one more time. - ALL five are on the plane. . 
In the past hour I have mentally lassoed these five a dozen times . In the next 
two days».I would count to >five: perhaps a thousand times. Together, we-made up 
the iSan Francisco Special Olympic ^ " * 

Michael twists in his seat in a manner that allows him to* reach back and 
grab my. haiid. ♦Just as I^^think Michael is going to change the*topic of conver- 
sation, ^le smiles and reoainds me of pur mission. "Coach, we're gonna kill 'em!", 

Michael is the team's leader, mostly because of his size and generosity. 
When standing, Michael bends forward like a top-heavy tree—and in motion he 
shuffles his feet as if on a slippery surface. Like the^ other players, Michael 
caimot add a row of numbers or write a sentence. He has not learned about 
Racism, Republicanism, East or Westlsm. The social echoes that tie you and me 
are nor part of Michael's character. Michael welcomes strangers iaata his 
/thoughts by throwing his arm around them and^ourtlng their interest— with > 
barrage of enthusiastic chatter. His thotjgihts are dlsarmingly honest and to 
the point— even UE they do repeat. ^And thougji his words are predictable, .his 
enthusiasm and affection are always a wonderful surprise. So I hold hands with' 
this kindly giant that is talking of murder and smiling of lif e. And I wait tp 
be hugged by him at some imexpected moment. I know I will, finad myself j\imping * 
excitedly into the air with Michael over some soon-to-be accomplishment or / ' 
common-place event. I am stuck between two worlds--iny world of educated r^ai^n 
that tells me I will perform miracles , and MichaelJ^ world of. open enthusiasm 
and affection that tells me to pay attention. His world reminds me that the 
miracle is waiting in Los\togeles and it will not be orchestrated by reason; 

Michael's seatmate, Mdie Cotter, doesn'l: like the idea 
ing. Eddie points all around the cabin, showing Michael that> everyone is 
seated. - Then he , tells everyone about seat belts. "Put on your seajt belt. 
Like this! Here, Michael Rice, put on your seat belt like this." 

■ ' ■: . ..' ■ 

Eddie is the team's lawyer. He worries constantly about lAat is right and 
the performance of rlghtness . "Isn't that right, Mr. Jones? It's time. Come 
on-you guys. It's^lme -to put on your seat^belts. Joey, you put on your seat 
belt like this. This Is^ the way you do it." Joey would have none of it. He 
is listening- to Michael's jabber about mayhem on the court. And every time 
Michael says the word kill , Joey yelps his approval and shaRes both fists in \ 
the air. So I reach overhand buckle Joey's seat belt. \ ^ ' 

In between Michael's game plan and Eddie's seat-belt plan, I ask Joey if 
-tMsr^ls W Joey^iipds„:yes,_atiid,.punctuatesl tl^^^^ 



with a great guT-p of^^^^^^k^^ Cbntlhulng our conversation, Joey thrq^^ ar "hand In 
the aix, 'S<:i\op^^ afiid slowly tucfcs away fingers, until one finger : 

points skyward, v'*^^ We can't miss w|ith these 

killer* bi^acfc ;']^^ y^^" I knew my words would Ignite Joey ' s f ace* 

Into a smilb.l - Joey can't^uh^de his feelingg or ^^^^^ words, so he talks by flood- 
ing you with hJ^ iemotlons^ /His smile and raspy sounds are. tele- 
pathic. At the mention of %ur xmlforms, Jo eyes swell in happiness. He 
tilts his head back and lets loose with a choking ladgh. Then, -with his eyes 
still glistening^ he directs ai question at: me. He points at his uniform bag, 
then rubs my shirt. V'No," t respond, "I don't have a uniform. I'm the coach—. - 
remember," Joey grins in acknowledgement of^my remember Joke. Eddie contiiiuek'. 
talking about seat belts;* Michael talks on about winning, Joey* uses his 
clenched handkerchief to eatch saliva rolling from his open mouth. I count to 

five. , :. ■ . ■■■ ^ ' ' 

Other passengers are now/boarding the plan^e. Th^ look stunned^ at .row 
after row of atiiletes wearlAg bright yellow hats, blue wanu-up^ jerseys, and 
disabled bodies. The Olympians snap th4 stares of > these fellow pass^gers\]by 
applauding them. A ripple of clapping greets all passengers as they filter 
toward the rear of the plane. -"These .travelers are not esqpectlng applaiise/ in 
PSA Land. Th^ smile nervously ias row afte^ row of Olynnpians reach* out to touch 
them or wave heJLlo. Within momeiits, atiiletes and passeng3rs are shaking hands, 
exchanging sign language, and sharing destinations. 

'•Where are you kids going?" ^j v - . - 

"To Los Angeles!" 'r ' , " 

"Who are you, I mean j who do. you represent, all dressed up ll^e this?" 
' Ve' re going to Los Angeles!" C ^ ^ - 

■ - ' / . . . : , .■; ■ " . .I, ■ ' ' ' 

"What's going to go on down there?" / ' , 

- "We're gonna kill them!" • , . 

"Oh. . Good luck." ^ ' ^^^^^^ 

"You too!" 



■/■ ... 



The Stewardess is reading the mandatory emergency procedures. Each ^re-^ 
caution Is met by wild dieers. v Methodical^ 

find the invisible oxygen mask. jJ^d looks to the rear of the cabin j^or the * v , 
^emergency door. And uhcler ttife Seat for t|ie mysterious floatation cushlon^^, * 
Having little luck wi^h emergencflis, att^^tlbn of the Olympians turtxs to the 
sensation of movement. The plane lis beginiKLijg to' tip toe. • Great applause from 
the yellow cappers^: We are on our way to Los Aigeles. Then, like some winged 
horse, the plane glides down thie ruro/ay, and ^it^ a final push sails ;cloudward. 
-More applause. And yelling. This time, all passengers are, clapping. - \ 

I count heads. Michael and^M Audle grabs 

my counting finger. His eyes are irtde with fear.- " to fall! I'm 

too hfgh!" "Audle," I said, "it's all rlght.^^^^ U -Audle, thfe 

^ptme" fias~lj2^^ 
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motors push the planL , .we're ridiiig on waves of air created by — Audie, look at 
me. Audie/ if you fall, I prcaaipe to catch vyou!" My explanation of air travel 
didn't exactly calm/Audie's fear. It didiv't exactly instill me with confidence 
either. Fortunately, for. both of us, the stewardess arrived with the coca-cola 

cure. ' ■• / , ■' ■ V ... ^- rV 

Audie 'enjoyed his coke. He tapped my liand and asked, "Bathroommm. Bath- * 
" I pointed to the line at the front of the plane. Audie stood up and 
moved to the front of the plane as if something important was about to happen. 
Actxially* something important did happen. Audie is perhaps the strongest and 
. fastest athlete in this contingent of basketi>all players. As a basketball 
player, however, he had trouble with direction. When he rebounded, he returned 
the ball to the closest basjcet. About 4ialf the time his shots were aimed at ^ 
what Eddie calls the right basket. The rest of the time, he^was a fantastic 
.scoring threat for the other team. Any baskiet set off a iapasm of delight — 
pure joy that was hard to stifle with the. message that "Audie, ^ou have just 
' scored ^two points for the other -team!" / ^ 

Audie lived in ^gh gear. Nothing herdid was slow or deliberate.^ I guess ^ 
that's why I selected Audie for ourVVa^ketball team. When he would shoot down 
the floor like a grinning rocket, I dodld point to the ball he left behind. I 
hoped basketball would help AMdie get^la.iittie control. Slow down. Run in the 
right direction. Well, he was going to .the front of tiie plane and that's an 
accomplishment . ; ' * 

I did ^ quick body count. Micha^ had his arm around Eddie, talking about 
th^\rigl^t Uniform to wear. Joey was. gulping his coke in-between looks at me\ 
and the smile of a firsft time f Iyer. X^die was in line. Jimmy Powers, his 
sekit mate, was asleep. It was 8:50 AJST' - ' . 

• . . . \/. ' : .-^ ' ' ' ■ , ■ ■ " ■ ■ 

Friday, "Early Evening, 7:00 P-M. ; ^ 

We are in a sea of color. Three thoxisand athletes from all over California 
are assembl^<^t Drake Field oa tiie UCLA campus for the opening ceremony of the 

. Special Olympics. Jimmy is the shortest player on our team, so I hold his hand 
as waves of athletic teams move about us.' Joey holds my other hand. Michael., 
Eddiei and Audie walk ahead of us, arm in arm, like the Three Musketeers. Pride ^ 

: and friendship are on parade. Just as we. hold each other, the sky and earth 
seem to move closer — brushing softly against the bmmers . . . listening to the^ 
muffled sounds of excitement and peals of laughter. Joining us in this cele- 
bration. ' , ^ 

* . ..■■■*. 

Michael is the first to let the air out of Camelot. > "Those sucki^xs ajce 
big! Mr. Jones, do you SEE those 'suckers? Oh, brother, those suqket^r are BIG!" 

•^Z 

Sure enough, Michael is right. I.stop dreaming^ and start being a coach. 
I count several towering figures wearing the red warm-ups of Fresno. /And 
there's a giant wearing the orange and white of Tri-Valley. Michael Sice is 
our tallest player at six feet, four inches. 'These guys look closer to seven 
f eet. ' ^'"Mr. Jones, see that tall dude over there? Those suckers are mean." 

X begin to question myself. I me^ ^asking Joey to play on our team was 
-tmavoidabi^v^-i-ta — t 
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but Joey and X are; best friend^. We liked each other immediately. I think he 
liked the fact that I played sports. And, as for me, I loved Joey for the w^y • 
he iplayed sports. Joey moves like a mechanical soldier. His arms are stuck ixi 
: a bent pibsition amd ,his gait is^.^ gallop. A gallop that 

races full tilt, unable to change direction^ or atop, to slow down, Joey often 
runs into things or throws his body on the groiind. I guess it's that will to 
charge ahead, full speed, knowing you can't stop, that' I a3mire. He has more 
spiritr than an evangelist on a hot summer ni^t, but swee^ Jesus, he can't even ' 
catch a ball, much less dribble or shoot. ^ - 

And Jimmy* Little Jixmay.' He can dribble and shoot if no on^^^^tands in . ^ 
front of him. It's going to take more than Joey]s spirit to help Ji^y^even 
see the ball. I wish Jimmy were two feet taller I And Axodie^ a lot slower. And • 
Eddie—weli, Eddie/ mirfit be able to get th^ balj. to Michael if he could stop 
debating with himself^bput what's the right thing to do. ' 

. It's time to start some Reality therapy. >/- 

"You know, you guys; I've got an Idea," JtLchael, Eddie, Joey, Audie,^and 
Jimmy glue themselves to my side at this. . "I was thinking, we need a ^eam 
motto — ^you know,| something special that we can share, 11^ a secret." 

The conspiracy thickens as my thp^hts are welded by a uniform 'ALL RIGHT!". 
"Good, our secret pledge for these games is togetherness . " ' "YEAH! " I lower 
my voice into a whisper, "and instead of ^shouting all over the place that we're 
number one, I think it'^ bietter that we become nimber five." I put up five 
fingers and give each finger a player's namiel "In this tournament, let's not 
worry so nnich about number one. Our job is'^for eacih player to go as hard as , . 
he can.^ instead of* saying we're nuviber one, let's say we're nxmber five!" • 
■/ ' ^ ■ ' ■ ■ '. ■ , ■ ■ ■ ; • 

* , , ' . ■ ■ . - J ^' ^ 

I stretch all five fSnjgers In tiie air ^ hear :a roar from my cohorts, 
"We're number five! We're nymber five!" This attempt at Immillty is followed 



by an tmpron5>ted, "We're gonna kill them! You watch." Edd^e tailored his 
words. "We'll win, right?" '"You'll see, Mr. Jones. ^ We'll win those big gi^s. 
, Evferyone agreed with Eddie. "We're gonna murder them," itlchael added. yWe'll 
clobber. them big suckers. We're nuinber oiiel" The whole teaitf 'shouted with 
J ^Icttael \ "We^re number onel" J6^ smiled; Eddie *shook *his head in the affir-^ 
motive; Audi^ j imped up and down; Jlnmiy held both ^small fists. In mid-air and * 
Michael help up one finger— which w^ greeted by an unanimous "We're Nimiber 
One!'^- : ■ ' . \ : . ^. >■ ' . ^ ' r- 

I looked arou]^ and every teani in my circle of vision chanted a similar 
. .claim. The big players f rm Fresno and Tri-Vall^j had their arms in the air. 
* I fantasized thkt-they could dunk the ball without jiinq)ing.* Everyone around 
us was yeillAg ''We're Nfimber ()ne~We' re One!" I joDbed th^ chorus and 

V closed Camelot's drawbri4jge on thoughts of x's and o's and tall centers. . 



ft 



"We'rfe Nianber One." 
"We're Nuinber One." 



I hope, y 



■t 



Early* Saturday Monung, 5:30 A.M. * , 

- I right in the ^t.ecfanicolor part ot a great^ dream. Good outlet pass. 
Fi3^ the lanea* Here ccxnes Audie. : Piill up« ^ Float d pjass rim high. Aixdie 
slaa&s it through • Joey and I are playing the tuff defense. We double-team 
the-ball., Joey^tips i^ free. I'm after it. So \Ab's knocking? What has 
tha#**got 'to do with deFense? A seven foot center skittles in my way i The 
'door is being pounded like a drum. . Bang - bang - bang. Thoughts of fire 
.drill, aerjjal bombardment, and a Ibose 'ball race around in my head. Bang - 
bang -•■bang. X place hand over my eye' sockets to end the mental filmworks. ' " 
And slowly, verjr slowly, fiad thp barkiftg ^door. When I open it, I an assaulted 
"by a blast of cold fluore'scent ligjit^ And something else* At first I can't " 
quite make, out who or what is standug in the hallway. Moving f igures look 
like members of scxne assassin colt come to, get me^in the middle of a basket- 
ball .game. Th^^re talking about death. When my squiat becomes an eyie opening, 
I find myself staring at. five basketball players in full armor. It is 5:30 in 
the morning and the entire basketball ^ team is outside my door, dressed and ready 
to kill. * ^ 

On close examination I notice that theise warriors are not a^l that ready. . 
^chael has .tied jQgy's shoes, hx/t Joey's pants have to be held up by Joey: — 
actually he is pinching his ^rms against his hips.^ Audie's pants are on in- 
side out. Jimmy is holding his supporter in one hand, asking where it goes. 
Eddie is telling him, "It goes in your bag. \Rlght, .Mr. Jbries? It goes in 
your bag." >Jt' shake^ of f a dozen questions, and ask one of my own, "Are you guys 
going to breakfast in your uniforms?" It was a silly question^ Of course we 
went to breakfast in our imiforms. White jersey tops, witfe* bl^ck ntmierals, , 
black silk shorts triinmed in white; coixverse all stars and white high top 
socks witli three bl^ck ^ngs . When I asked Michael how everyone sot into 
white tops instead of black, he answered matter of factly, "We're saving tfee 
black' tops for the championship -game." ' ^ - 

■. ' ' ' ' • ■ - ^ ' . \ ' . . " . ■ - " \ . ' ■ ■ 

Gaitfe One, Saturday Morning, 10: GO A ^ 

: Our warm-up consisted of evei^rone. getting a* free shot ^ -Every careen of ^ : 
the ball promoted applause and excited yells of triumph, Joey and Audie had 
to race for the bat'hroom or risk peeing in their new uniforms. Micjhael- re- 
bounded each shot with ^ thud. Eddie paced. Joey returned to give acourage- V 
ment. With each shoti, he waved his crooked arms in the air like an official ; 
signalling a touchdown. When someone would make a basket, or &ome clx>se,' Joey 
would violently throw his arms downward and let out a gutterai sound of pleasure. 
Michael pounded the loose ball and announced, "This is it, Mr. Jones l\ This is 
the moment we've been waiting for; This is it!" Joey roared agreeiaerft:. Audie 
ran arotmd in a circle ^ under the basket. He was! running with both harps in the 
air, yelling, "Now. Now. Now!" n 

• The first game was against Tri-Valley. The game was scheduled £o last ten 
.minutes. After this time, the team with the most points would be declared the 
winner. The real purpose of the game was to place teams into divisions of 
equal ability. The scor^ at the end of ten minutes was. 16 to 2. Weigot the ^ 
last two points: when Michael sank a twenty foot running hook, wa^ our only 
jtwo points. Nobody seem^ to care.. Michael roared off the cgiirt and irtLclced • 
up Joey »--^Eddie^ngradw^ed. Michael 



taware that the game was over. J-immy tqoTf a 
if he did O.K. I answered, '*Man, you did; 
everyone did great. "^Just great!. I was 
proud of, you. That shot of Michael's 
was superb. I think if we work a little' 
more on pur defense we'^ll . . . " ' Michael 
f inished the Sentence-- Xe' 11^ kill them!" 

^ Actually, I was worrted.'-VWe were 
blown away sixteen to two. That placed" 
us in the lowest ability '^divis.ion, but 
&vea that was poor consolation for some- 
one that hates to *lose. I coiildn^t help 
my feelings.^ For too many years I have 
played and coached basketball. Sometliing 
happens when' I get inside a gym. I love 
it. Love to play and love to win. Every 
intuitive and intellectual antenna clicks 
. into automatic ^at the sight of another * 
team^oing lay-ups. , I fo'iuid myself 
scoutiQg our opponents, scrutinizing the 
23Lne-xip o^ teams, pushing my tpam on the 
floor to practice at every available 
free time. It's th^t extra effort; that 
extra lap ^r free throw that will make 
.the difference. That's w]i|^t I thought^ ' 
while I had everyone tike defensive 
positions and attack tlie movement cof the 
ball. We practiced holding our hands 
up— cutting off the baseline—stopping 
the dribbler.' If we played defense, we 
just might have a chance. Defence is 
something you can teach. Offense is ah ^ 
.art. ' ^ 



Game Two, Saturday Afternoop, 2:0Gr:P.M 

We drew Southeast Los Angeles. You 
can tell the course of ^a game in the 
first few seconds.^ The Los Angeles team 
executed a tip-off : play, sti:eaked the 
lengl;h of the^floor and scored the first 
t^ points then stole the inbound pass 
for a quick four point leiad.-^ Michael 
tried to take cbmaaand of the game. He 
dribbled the length of the floor »and/ 
cast of £ from the top of the key. , ^The 
bali bangec^of f the^ backbond and into 
a fast breafe' The score was six tp J 
nothing. I yelled aft: Michael, ;^'Get 
underneath-, let Eddie handle the b^l; 
11. He tried to advance ^the ball, up the 
tH>f ^-r^d 4inif ornis*-T>^T^ kicked- loose:--^* — 
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aod* a Los Angeles player sank a jum> shot. •'My God. Did you see that shot— . 
that kid coiild play for the Lakers!" "I called tlm ' ^ 

In the huddle, I explained What I thought was pur only hope. "Look, Eddie, 
you dribble .the ball up the cptirt and feed /the ball' in deep to Michael — ^yoii ^ot. 
that? ^Wchaelj; you take the *a^^ and go right up with it. ..O.K. , Michael? 
This is the time— €0 for your sky hook!" The;t(p;^iii eacploded l>ack onto the floor.: 
loaded with conf idence and vjLsions of Michael' s sky- hook; I lat '^own, then 
stood back up. Michael was dribbling the length of the floor. * '"No, Michael, 
No! .Get in the key!" He was trapped at tiie.fr^e throw -line. In^esperation, 
he rolled a pass to JinmQ^, who shot. It was a 3et shot frc^a thirty feet, the ■ 
ball hit nothing., .but net. '^o, twoj yahdcL^ 'What a' Shot! Nice feoinjg, Jimmy. 
Now we're going . . . Come ;on, you guyb, defense. Get back. Get back. Oh, ■ 
No." Following pur basket, the entire team rac^d to congratulate Jimmy. The . 
other team threw a court length pass for "a lay-up. 

• ■ . ■ • • / • 

During this seesaw war, Michael never did get in the pivoft I pointied. 'f 
Juiiq)ed up and down. Even, ran along the sid'elines? screaming ittstructions. 
"Michael, get unde?: the basket. Nb,»ho,^no; Don!t dribble the ball." They 
had another steal, and another. It washer ox floie. "Michael, let Eddie -briafe 
up the jjajl; get tmdei^neath. Michael—down, there-— get down there -where you • 
■;belong. . ." The five in whitie ran around of ficials and past the bench and to 
the key, and back across the center line to the other end. Droppe^ the ball. 
Kicked it. Rolled over it. Only to do it all over again. • ^— ^ 

We lost 58 to 6. . The score didn't bother me as much as what this humili- 
ation migfit itteaA for my killers in.white. Michael played like a lion. Hfe 
sensed the on&laui^t ^and tried all by himself to balance the score.' No one • 
could have tri^fed harder. Eddie was siinply unable to calculate the right place 
to l^e or the right /pass to make. You could feel his'hesitation as he rocked 
:hi^ arms,, looking for someone to pass tp or^some place to run toward. Joey > 
valiantly chased the ball the entire game. No matter where the bsill went , 
Joey was in pursuit. Throughout the game, he didn't- touch ,^he ball. Not.oncev 
Several 'times he galloped right past S loose ball, grinni^ the way, both ^ 

arms waving like iron gates. Audie circled during most of the game, with both 
tands raised above his head, sign4lling for somepne, anyone, anytime, to t*hrow 
him a pass. Jimmy tried aod' tried and tried. -I was afraid the team's heart 
would be broken. * \ 

■ » . ■ . ■ . *■*•.■■■ ■ , ■ < ■ ■. 

The tournament of ficial cam^jip to me and, stuffed a large brown envelope 
into, my- hand. "Here," he said, in a soft vdice. '"Here are thel)articipatibn 
medals for your -team—your gijys might need a little pick up." Together we - 
cranked our heads to see how my^ team was taki^ its loss. What we saw hit 
us/5/ith a jolt. Michael had led everyone over^ to the roll of mats at the end ^ 
of the next court. The team was •k^eeling' on the mats, cheering for a game in ^: 
•progresjsT Whooping it up for baskets made and" pafeses .copipleted.^ ^^ A^ in the : 
midst of their yells we both heard a spirited challenge— "We're gonna kill you 
guys!"' • : ■;■ . \ ' " 

Thg offici^^l ^umg on to Tiis envelope. '*Maybe you don't need this. I me^an, 
where did your team get Its spirit? ; They might be the woi:^ team in the tourna- 
ment and here -they are ^challenging everyone in'; sight to a shoot out at high 
npqn." My shrug didfii't answer his question, so he^ cPntinued. "Do they know 
th^ just: lost?" I off ered an idea, "I'-dori't- think they know the difference 



I>et5^een vlmiixig and losing!" We were both* sliakihg our Tieads in .admiration and t " 
disbelief. The official took back his envelope. - 'Veil coach , .you*' ve * got ; one • " : 
more chance to get a medal. If you can win this afternoon at' four against 
Sonoma,;weir then you; , can play tomorrow^br a third, place medal ±n your^j^vi- ; '.. ^ 
sion; Who knows, those, characters * V • ' 

1 walked 'slowly over to .my team. They were bubbling with enthusiasm. 
Pointing to good T)lays aiad shouting familiar directions. "Get back, get ]back, , 

^you^turk^Si Hands up! Hands up!" They sejemed wired to the play. Every ^ * -V 
nuance and gesture was 'picked up^* A, player's hajJpiness and subcess was' inimedi- . 
ately known and shared by the observers. It waS; almost as 4if my "^js^m w^^pl^ 
ing another game. By throwing their ^oicies onto the cotjrt, they participated ; . 

"in the game. ^ I had always seen the game as^ a match-Up . of strategies. If one . 

* team throws up a zone, you move the ball , and v overload onfe side o j the court, ^ - 
If an opponent is superior in aT>ility, you slbw down the game tempo. . If you . : 
get ghead late in' the game, you spread .your of fense aiwi force ydur dppdpent to • 
play man?-to-man defense; If bebifid, ybu double-team the ball and pressure the ^ 
of fensei . 1 ^ My team was watching another game qnd enjoying '.it as'much a^ any^^ . 
game ever played. . 'r * ' * 

^ ' I wanted to knbw more about this other game, ^ when Joey jerked in front o£^ . 
me. He poinfed across theJ^lopr--='a3;d^hen* jabbed into his (diesJ?!*, I " l 
nodded , yes , expecting Joey- to romp for the bathroom. Joey ran straight ±rit6 : * 
the game in progress He simply joined in; ;chased the ball^ around trspifg to - 
vacuinn it up with his mfchanical axmsf' I jtnnppd after him. In between vpasses ■ ^ 
ahd fast breaks, I chased Joey laround the coiirt* When. I caught him, we both ^ 
joined bur team." They we're cheering Jdey -and me. And the gamfe in'progress. ^ 
And future gaoaes. And their own prowess. If an alien force were to ask i^e ^ ^ 
about the' game ''of basketball, I ^n't know who I'd send forward. . .Alvin AttlessJ^ 
or Joey Asaro. 




Game Four, Sunday, 12 07Clocfe Noon ; ^ - V * 

This is it! ■ The big game. We've made 'it by- accident. The Sattirdgy after- 
noon game with Sonoma was a ^forfeit. Their bus" broke dovm.. . So we played against 
ourselves and won. Actually, ^several nieces, nephews, and parents: joined me in 
playing our Olympic team. * It was the most enjoyable basl^etball' game I've ever . 
played.* The sidelines were iike* rtfbber bands. We chased, pushed, pulled each 
other. 'Ran with tl^ ball, passed: it, trippi^ oyer'^^» and hugged- it. Kept^our 
own score. Forgot the score. Made i^p 4^score. Took pleasure .in all manner 
of accomplishment s.i» V ^1^" ^ j 

\QfaT self -laipbsed win p^ade^d^ ^ third? placie medals 

'against a Sa% Diego team. Ai^far as our team was conc^rnei^, we iiad won and 
now.we w;ere S>out to'play for tiie chainpioiiship \e th6 world. . 

. Saturday^ night:' s waitinfejBfemi^ intermf^B^e. Five unif ofmed players 
' hovered 4bout me lik^mot^'s ..^BIlDimding a whit | l^cp . »Every inoment was^ filled 
with pbkliig^lngers , . puii?)ing*^nds , and ' landslides of conjuncture . Eddife, 
weighing every poss^bilityw. .OTer should wear bur black uniforms^ 

right?. We can wear them nSS^, i,t-'sj all rijght how, we can weair oiir-black uni- ' \ 
forms.* isn'^^it all right, Mr^ Jones?" Sandwiched ground "Eddie's thQughtS'was - 
JficJiael.l^ 



against uis; We're gpxina annihilate those turkey legs frcan San Diego." Piercing 
into this constant din is Audie's fix, "What time is it? What time tomorrow 
do we play? What time in our black uniforms?" These three sentiments chased 
each othier around and around. I felt I was being eaten alive by enthij^iasm. 

"LoolCj you guys have got to calm down. The game isn't until twelve o'clock 
tomorrow." , Lik4 an endless string of firecrackers, the mention of the game • 
•simply kicked o^t another round of excitement. In desperation, I tried hallway 
exercises. Af tier an hour, I was beat, Audie wanted tb^^s to the bathroom and 
the^taaainder of the team kept doing windmills, while joking in place. Noy..!!|n 
greater desperation, 1 tried a late night food raid. I figured if they ate 
something, anything, the talking cycle would be brok^. Dressed in killer black 
uniforms, we attacked the candy machines in the dormitory lobby. |Evidently, we 
were not the <©nly teaa in training. The machines Vere simply overdosed on 
athletess^lunking in odd assortments of Voinage ^nA then pushing all the bflittions 
as fast fiSLpossibleis The telephone in tnelobby J;^ . been reduced to a' sound ' 
that cried^he end of the world. It wasn't"^-d±al tone pr a»»busy signal—but a 
steady whine^y In this night before the BIG GAME, even God «ust have been a 
little conftisea. 

Announcing, "Lights out," i discovered Joey kneeling, bent in prayer. He 
was crossing himself over and over. When finished, I asked soJ^tly^ "What are 
you praying for?" Joey gyrated with his hands. My mind was answering for h^~ 
what. a wonder f til moment—he's saying^^ t^^^ Lord's Prayer. The urgency of his | 
Vgestures served to question my assimptioh. His hand was in a fist that stirred 
^the air. Then a finger straightened to point at me and the converse shoes 
placed ^at., the end of his bed. I offered, "Joey, you're-praying for -ttte basket- 
ball team." No, his head thundered. ' He hit towatds me with clenched, hands and 
lower lip curled into a grimace. 

V "Ypu want to win tomorrow," I;^: suggested; No, went his head. Mchael 
entered the room and joined my interpretlationisV^^ He knew immediately t 
didn't want to seev;- - J ^ept into motion. He crossed liimself i^a "spastic 
f ashion ^and then^^^^^ s^^ and! hit outward. : Mid?^^el Imew wlm was praying 

-forif^ •'t^^e goima 1^ grinned, in the aff irmatiye. y v^^^ 

Then -likB^the'^o^ into sleep wearingv a starchy black* uni^^^^^^^^f 

form.' ■ . ■ : . • . ^ . . .'-»v-..:"' ■■ ■::>■■ ' • 

So^here we^ are;<:;at ia^^ This is it. Hie'B Diego teaii^ ^ 

is a little shorter than we are, but they have a pair of good shooters.- And ' 
to get into this game, they've -actually won a real game. ; 26 ^oints^ , : 

against Butt& County. That 26 points scares me. ()n the b^ of our warm-uji 
shooting, I calculate it would take us three games to score that many baskets. 
Aiid that's witlMtut a defense. I contemplate putting ^tL~chael s^iod' Eddie oh the 
San Diego shooters and letting evei^one else rtm around^in a;*26^ No, it's> 
notL^ time for match-tj^s, or strategy. It'^s^a^time to play hard and enjoy 5^ ; 
^whatever happens. I decide to let Michael bring the ball down the court ahd 
: give t^e team a simple rule~"If the b;^l comes to ypu— ^shoot!" 



Both teams line up, not sure* of 
which basket they def(&nd or hope to 
shbot at* Michael gets the tip. The 
ball goes straight up and \Aien it 
comes down, is waiting for it. He 
drlijbles straight ahead ^ full speed. 
Right for the basket. No one /is in 
his way. When he stops to shoot, tfie 
!^trailing players poiir' by him. He is 
still alone. " His shot rolls around 
tbe rim and falls off. Michael 
stretches his body and catches the 
ball with his arms extended. From 
this flat-footed stance, lie pushes 
the ball once again at the target. 
This time it goes in. "Holy hot. 
potato!" Pure exhilaration. The 
first two points are ours. "Get 
back! Get back!" Five players 
clad in black race backward. "That's 
it! That's it! Hands up!" They 
form a straight line. One behind 
each other, like some picket fence. 
It's a new defense;j called stand- in- 
ja-row. I am tempted for just a 
moment to yell instructions, to 
spread them out. No. "Hands up!" 
The fence grow^ %row of points that 
steal the pass. j^'Audie, this way." 
"Audie, dribble^e ball.". Audie 
dribbles. Hie isn't running full 
tilt without the ball * Or circling . 
Or surrendering with his waving hands. 
Audie has his head down and he's 
dribbling. Dribbling under control 
past the half coiirt circle. "Keep 
going, Audie. : Keep going . " 




^si^^^.. 




Audie picks up the ball to run around several defensi^ 
puts it back on the floor in a controlled dribble. Within 
rigiht hoop, he jumps into the air and flings the ball towai 
The ball kisses the ritig and almost skids in. Audie is juQ 
'Joey is tracking the new loose ball. In the rebound effort 
and is bouncing toward our basket. Joey rris right behind it 
player. The other player scoops up the ball and veers for 
too hard. Jo^ is tiow running in the ottief directi-on full- 

•;;:■>,;■ ■'■■^■^ . W-y ■■rj'Kr'-: ■ 

All the placers on the floor are running after the Sat 
Joey and the ball ar^ flying past them, going the other dii 
forces almost collide. Jo^ vis now by himself chasing a bs 
purstilng for three games. "Go for.it! Joey, get A firont 
players realize that they have just overrun the ball and tl 
At the three quarter mark, Joey lunges at the moving ball, 
serves to push the ball further b^ond his reach. Joey It 
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Lve. players, but then 
I radar "range of the , 
ird the metal ring, 
imping up and dcwn^. 
:t, it Jcicks loose 
Lt. So is St San Diego 
: a sure lay-up. It ' s 
I* speed • 
♦ ■ ■ . 

m Diego lay-up attempt. 
Lrectibn.j The two 
>all that he has been 
: of it!" All the 
:hiBy begin to chase. 

His momentum only 
[ixng^ at the moving 



Sail. His momentum only serveis to push the ball further beyond his reach. 
"Joeyt slow. down. Let it go out of bounds— l^t it go." Joeyjcan't slow down. . 
And doesn't waiit to try. He continues to run toward the wall at the end of the 
gym. 'I've^seen that determination before. I start running after him. Then I 
see wfeat Joey has in his inind. He dives iCor'the ball. If he misses, he slams 
head fi*rst into a doorway. If he hits it, I don' t~Joey-lands on the ball. 
It's forward spin and shape punch Joey's body skyward. ;His arms wrap around 
the rubber like a child grappling with a ;^avorite doll. He won't let go or be 
tossed off . Tb^ dive is followed by a bounce upward an^a violent roil. Over 
and ov^r,, bill iind Joey, Joey and the ball. Jbey slam into the wall. Joey has 
his catch. He's got that hall. He jumps up^ that awkward way he has. And 
holds the b^l agaiiist his chest. His face 4s wide with pleasure. - The of f icial 
following the play doesn't know \jhf.t to do. Everyone stops surrounding Joey and. 
the ball. .They are both a good tweaty f eet outside the end line. Joey's smile 
indicates that something wonderfxii has happened. The official gives ceremony to 
this catch. Ha whittles loudly three times; then with ^reat NBA flare, he yells, 
"Out of bounds. San Diego ball." ■ / 

• ■ : . ' ^ ■ ■ ^ ■ - v-' ■ . t . ; . . 

' Joey gMns and nod& his hnad^.and unconsciously hops on, one leg. He re- 
leases the ball by pulling ioth arms aside. TTti.etball drops into the- official's 
waiting hand. Joey races to take his*^ place in the picket fence defe^e^. I'm 
cheering inside,. And crying. Yelllng—'pefenqre. Cpmie on." Joey sfiakes his 
fists in acknowledgement. ' 

Somewkere in those first. few moments of -play, the floor tilted in our favor. 
It was one of those games wher^ everything goes one way. flayers get loose and ^ 
then unstoppable. Michael - Eddie - Joey - Audie - and Jimmy becaae the players 
in their minds. They are Kareem and Dr. Dunk, Magic Johnson and a thousand 
•television images. They fly down the floor. Tip the ball in. Throw court 
length bombs. Make baskets only dreamed about • 

■ . . . / . ■ : ■■ • .:^,>-^> ■ " . " ■ . ■ '.' ■ 

Before I can turn around, Audie is jumping at me. I catch his hips at eye 
-level and absorb his crashing body* Joey lands on both of us, pounding us with 
%is^ iandk Michael catchefr, the- three of us in a great hug* Jimmy 

ani;-&^^ join our dance. ^ - 

We've won — 42 to:12. . , ■- ■ : ' ' 

Everyone on the floor is jumping up and down: Shaking hands . Slapping 
backs- Even the San Diego players seemed delighted by events. I search out 
the San Diego coach. I want to apologize foi^ not being able to keep the game — 
closer. In the blur of bodies, waving towels, and flying uniform tops, I find 
the San Diego coach and express my concern. * = 

"I'm sorry coach,, I couldn't keep things a little more in control." 'The 
San Diego coach smiled broadly and pointed at his team. "Look, you kiddin' , 
my kids think.they killed you!" _ ^ 
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